Cannon Roar in the Plain of Paris
old belfries of Notre Dame, Each tower, each wall, every
stone, had its history; but then she had never cared for
French history.
The Tuileries Gardens were better. There tulips were
crimson and yellow, the candelabra of the horse-chestnuts
pink and white, the new growth of the evergreens sage-
green and gold. Spring had come early this year, almost
as she used to come to Corsica, though not with the same
fragrance wafted down from the hills. Memories, like that
fragrance, were overpowering this morning.
Others of those buildings now were interesting for being
so personal. There was the ElysSe Palace, for one, buried
in the elms beyond the Champs-Elys£es. Eliza had lived
there, and Pauline, with Caroline not far away. Oppo-
site the Tuileries swept the arcades of the rue de Rivoli,
which Napoleon had built, after tearing down the old
convents; and, a bow-shot beyond, the shops which Je-
rome used to enter so swaggeringly, buying up everything
in sight and sending the bills to the Tuileries to vex
Napoleon.
Above the wall of the Gardens loomed his Triumphal
Arch, in the distance another, half built; over the river,
foundations for a great new palace for the little King
of Rome were being laid; and just over her head she
could see the window of the Pavilion de Flore, from which
a queen had looked down on a shabby lieutenant, and
behind which that lieutenant later worked so late at night.
Like the towers each window had its history. The rows
beyond had lighted the birth of his son; the next, Jose-
phine signing her doom with the little gold pen. And up
the river, over on the Quai Conti, was a dormer where
he had starved and studied, and from which, so folks said,
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